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Dear children, 

When 9 was ysung 7 had 
a reat problem. 9 hated 
sehoot! “9 dan't knoes whe 
tnueuted school and whyl", 7 
ewoutd graamble to my mother. 

9 would ship down the 
road whistling a tune, but 
once 7 entered school, my steps 
would drag, my shoulders 
would sag, and my head 
would droop! 9 would sitsin 
class gazing out of the win- 
ows, 
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Either my mother or my 
class teacher must have talked 
to my gather about this, for 
owe evencng, while sipping 
coffee, he talked to me about 
this acon student days. 

"De yose knaw," he began, 
“When F was young, my 
parents did wot have the 
money to send me te school? 
When a bind relative decided 
0 helfe, 7 was already fifteen 
years old! Imagine my embar~ 
nassment at being the only boy 
cohase macstache was the 
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Ofall created things, the loveliest 


And most divine are children. ledge 7 have acguined is self- 





could become yaung once again 
and 9a to choot! Fon, the best 
part of a man's life ts his 
years tn school!" 

That was enough for me. 
9 realized 7 was lucky to be 
able to 90 ts school, and 7 
decided to enjoy school life. 
Aifter all what ts reguired isa 
A Matte change of heart, and 
hate becames lave! 
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Great Dictator. 2 
‘Stories for young readers 
Papa Handles Them All. 
‘Bidthday Month 
‘Talking to Gokulam!... 
Poetry 
My Neighbour.. 
Quarrel 
AMousein My 
Dance to the Music 
From our readers 
Doubles Trouble! 
Album of Memories... 
Wheel Reel! .. 
Forgotten Homework 
Hot, hot, hot, hor samosas! 

























House.. 





Preethi's SummerJob.. 


Shh Actof Honesty 
‘The Magic of Growing Up enn ‘The Loyal Bodyguard 
Great Men My Little Co 


‘Thomas Jefferson 20 Never Again. 
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‘The Way the Lunch lest 
Beginnings! 









But his pets are very mischievous. 
fe has two cats, 


ich simply tear our mats! 
His yard is full of chicks, 
nd his house is full of books! 


Febin N., aged 13, 
Nirmala Bhavan H.! 
‘Trivandrum - 
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Dear Editor, 

2 1 am very interested in dress- 

designing. Can I send some designs I 

hhave drawn? 

Neethi M. P., aged 15, 
Manipal - 576 119. 








Doubles Trouble! 


[twas the summer holidays. My 
cousin Mahalakshmi arrived one day, 
ona visi. | was overjoyed. We 
chatted, giggled, and had a good time. 

One day, we decided to visit our 
‘aunt who lived nearby. | wheeled my 
cycle out, and asked Maha to sit 
behind me 

| began to pedal, but | could not 
control the cycle, which zigged and 
zagged! Fearing that we would crash, 
Maha hopped of. | did not natice it 

“Anal lean control it now" | said 
pedaling faster 





You can send it to us, Neethi. Ed, 


Dear Editor, 
S_ Iwould like to get the old issues of 

Gokulam. Is it possible? 
Anjali Krishnan, aged 10, 
‘Manipal - 576 119, 


You have not given your complete 
address, Anjali. Write fo our Circula: 
tion Manager telling him which issues 
you want. He'll send them to you if they 
are available. Ea. 


Dear Editor, 
3 Tread somewhere that_a temple 
dedicated to Kushbu, the Tamil ac- 
tress, was built at Trichy. Isn't it a 
foolish thing to do? How can people 
‘compare a mere human being to God? 








On the way, !aughed and talked 
to Maha’, whom I thought, was sitting 
behind me. 

“See how well| drive!” |exciaimed. 

There was no reply. turned. 

There was no Maha! 

Totaly bewildered, Ireached myaunt's 
house and poured out the whole story. 

Tears rolled down my cheeks when | 
imagined how | would have looked tothe 
passers-by. 

Talking and laughing to myself ike a 
crank! And didnt wantto go home either. 

“People who'd seen me earlier will 
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Let the Kushbu fans enjoy her 
But how can they worship her? It's just 
‘4 waste of time and money. 

R. Soundarya, aged 16, 





Dear Editor, 
[2 Imade a discovery in Gokulam quite 
recently.’The poom My Mother(October'93 
issue) by V. Padmavathy has been copied 
from the February ‘1 issue of Gokulam 
itself Tt was written by Lopa of Bombay, 
‘and titled My Mother and I 
Twas leafing through my old issues 
of Gokulam when I discovered this. 
M.R. Prabha, aged 13, 
‘Tuticorin - 628 003. 


Dear Editor, 
2 I want to read Gokulam every 
‘month. I want to subscribe to it for six 
month. 
Md. Chand Pasha. 

‘The letter does not carry your ad- 
dressat all, Chand Pasha. Turn topage 
89 for the’ gift subscription form You 
‘may use it o subscribe for yourself too, 
Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
© [found a mistake on the cover of 





the cartoon says, “Merdury Shoots up to 
104°C It should have been 104° F, 
For, at 104°C, people would have been 
burnt alive! 









Saki, aged 14, 
idyalaya Uppal 1, 
‘Secunderabad. 





Kendriya 


Somany other readers have pointed 
itout tous, Saki. The cover also shows 
the sun taking @ sip of the coconut 
water. Hope you had not taken that 
seriously too! 

Exoggeration is the hallmark 





a nT edition. The ar in _ cartoon, 


cycle. 





‘make fun of me of 





‘way, now!" I thought, 


My uncle retumed home from his office. 

“Why are you crying?” he asked, shocked. 

My aunt told him everything 

“Don't worry about such small 
‘me. “i drop you home in the car." 

Back at home, Maha and the others had a good laugh 
at my expense. | was really hurt and annoyed, 

Since then, I've never ridden ‘double’ on my 





ings,” he comforted 


~ G. Bhuvaneswari, aged 16, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Madurai, 
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I choked on my toast. 
Preethi was giving daddy 
the paper!? Every morn- 
ing, Preethi and daddy 
battled for the newspa- 





5) 


UMMER JOB! 





I. was the first week 
fter summer holidays 
had begun. One morning, 
I was sitting in the di 
ing room, having break- 
fast with my elder sister, 





Preethi, when our father 
came in. 
“Morning, daddy!* said 


Preethi in dulcet tones, 
"Would you like the paper: 








per. Preethi to read the 
television programmes for 
the day, and daddy to pore 
over the stock prices. I 
now wondered what was the 
reason for this metarorpho- 
sis from a mean, news- 
paper grabbing creep, to 
an angel, striving for 
it's second halo. Daddy 
seemed to be thinking along 
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the same lines, because, 
taking the newspaper, he 
asked, "What do you want 
Preethi?" 

“Well, you see, summer's 
started, and all that, so 
I really need some more 
cash." 

““More money! If you 
want more money, my dear, 
you're going to have to 
earn it. When I was 
young...'! 

**You mean a summer job?" 
asked Preethi, cutting him 
short before he could start 
about how, when he was 
young, he used to get up at 
the crack of dawn, to milk 
the cows, and feed the 
chickens and water the 
fields, and how he never 
even dreamt of asking his 
father for. money’ 

"Yes, a summer job." 

"Maybe I could get a job 
in one of those five star 
hotels, " pondered Preethi. 

"Well, I'11 be damned if 
I let you take a job making 
other people's beds, and 
washing their pots, when 
you don't even wash your 
own!" exploded Dad. 

‘Fine! Then I'll get 
something else," said 
Preethi, and soon she got 
a job as a shop assistant 
at one of the handloom 
fairs that always hired 





i 
aye \ 


a Tee 





college students. What 
Preethi knew about saris, 
I don't know. But I do know 
that she was spending more 
money than she was earn- 
ing, since she insisted on 
being chauffeured to work. 
(*I can't take a bus in 
this weather! I might even 
sweat!" had been her exact 
wogds.) 

went to visit her at 
work one day. To tell the 





truth, 
do was sit and guzzle soft 
drinks, since there didn't 
seem to be any customers, 
Just then an elderly lady 
came in. 

Usually the other girl 


all she seemed to 


handled all the custom- 
ers, but this time, since 
she had gone ojit for a 
minute, Preethi took over, 
and I sat down in a corner 





to watch. 

“Good morning, madam, * 
said Preethi with a smile 
fit to be in a toothpaste 
ad, sublimely ignoring the 
fact that it was well past 
noon. 

“Hum, ..I'm looking for 
printed silks." 

"Yes,madam," and still 
smiling, Preethi brought 
out twenty saris. The 
lady fingered them slowly, 
looking both inside and 
outside, and then asked 
about the prices. 

Preethi jabbered the 
prices away (making a mis- 
take in most of them, T 
must mention) her smile 
unabated in its bril- 
lance, ‘Then the lady 
picked out four from the 
bunch, opened them out, 
and then asked Preethi 
their prices, again. 

Her smile slightly dim- 
mer, Preethi rattled them 
off. After that, the lady 
picked out one sari, and 
asked Preethi the price 
again! Here Preethi's 








cience (and her efferves- 
cent smile) snapped. 

“Oh no! Not again!" and 
she flung the sari at the 
lady! With a gigantic 
sniff, the lady stalked 
out, and that, we thought, 
was that. * 

In the evening, how- 
ever, while we were lazing 
in our room, mom called, 


"Girls! Mrs. Rao has 
brought her aunt to meet 
us. Come here!" 


As we walked along the 
corridor, we heard Mrs.Rao 
say, “Teenagers these 
days! Why, just this morn- 
ing, agirl at the handloom 
fair was outrageously rude 
to my aunt!" 

Preethi peeped into the 
drawing room, It was’ the 
lady from the fair! She 
turned right around, and 
ran. 

"Hey, where are you go- 
ing?" I asked my sister. 

"I'm heading for the 
hillst" 





MAYA CHANDRASEKARAN 





(Q: What did the mother firefly ask the 
teacher firefly? 


Az Is my son bright? 


S Jayant and Ashwin Shinde, 


Bombay -98 
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SCHOOL LIFE! 





T: bell rang. It was lunch 
break, Sonali ran out ex- 
cited, Mummy had packed some 
really delicious lunch that day. 
Her friends Anita and Ratan 
were waiting for her. 

“Just wait!” Sonalitold them, 
“Mummy's packed aly paratas 
with sweet mango pickle, and 
there’s some gajjar halwa to fol- 
low!” 








oh!” cried her friends, 
“Sounds great!” 


THE WAY THE 


paratas and pickle lay at the 
bottom of the box. 


Sonali felt like erying. Who 


could have eaten up her lunch? 


“See if the gajjar halwa has 


been spared,” said Ratan, 


The halwa, was there! 


Strange! 


A few tears rolled down 


Sonali’s cheeks, 


“Who could have done this 


mean thing?” she wondered, 





r 
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They sat down in their usual 
place, under the small, bushy 
tree in the corner of the com- 
pound, 

“Quick!” said Anita, “I can't 
wait! 

"Don't worry!” said Sonali, 
“Mummy's packed enough forthe 
three of us.” 

Sonali opened her big tiffin 
box eagerly. It was empty! A few 
crumbs of the vanished alu 


“Let's see, Sonali,” said 


Ratan, matter of factly, “We'll 
complain to ma'am if you want. 
Butnow, I think we better share 
rotis with ladies finger curry, 
curd rice and gajjar halwa. 


Afterlunch, the three satdis- 


cussing who could have done the 
vile deed. 


“I can't suspect anybody,” 


said Sonali. 


“It could be Karan,” said 


Gokulam 12. uy 94 


CHOOSE YOUR ENDING STORY 





Anita, “He loves to hog.” ending, it’s page 95 for you. 
“But Karan is a nice guy,” i 
protested Ratan, “And he’s not a 
thief” you want! 
“Stop it!” said Sonali finally, S. SRIDHAR 
and the school bell rang. Lunch 
break was over. 


Go ahead! Choose the ending 







There are two endings to this 
story. 

If you want a happy ending, 
turn to page 81. But 
ifyou'd preferaspicy 















ou and I know what school is. But where did ™ 
Y school life begin? 


Every child today joins school automatically atthe —,, 
age of three and gets out when he or she is eighteen 
Education isnow a partofourlie. Butithasnotbeen 
soalways, Once upon a time, long, long ago, children 
had no place called ‘schoo!’ to go to. 

‘The earliest children had nothing to learn but skills. 
‘There was no language or alphabet, and hence no ‘sub- 
Jects'. What they learnt was, how to hunt, how to cook 
and how to farm. This they learnt by watching their 
parents and the elders in their community. 


en came the written language, When the 

alphabet was invented, it became a thing to be 
taught 

‘The first teaching we know of goes back to 
ancient Egypt, Assyria, Sumeria and Babylon. 
‘Teaching was done by the oral tradition. The 
first teachers were the court scribes and the 
temple priests. But only a few, rich children. 
received this kind of formal schooling. In 
the Sumerian ‘schools’ of 3,000 B.C,, the 
pupils were mostly well-off children. 

Plato, an ancient Greek philosopher 
first talked about schools run by the 
government, in his book, The Repub: 
lic. And the Romans were the first to Cook, WHAT 
put this into practice, 

Tne, ie purstula ware dha HAPPENS Now 
schools. Only boys got the benefit 
of this kind of education. They 
were sent toa guru, or teacher 
at a very young age. There, 
they were expected to serve 
the guru by keeping his 
house clean, tending to his 

and doing errands 






SCHOOL LIFE 





for him, The guru in turn, taught 
languages, the alphabet and the 
scriptures. 

At the end of their schooling, 
the students would give their guru, 
dakshina, a token offering for the 
knowledge he had imparted, 


‘n Europe, it was the monks in 

their monastaries who kept 
learning alive. Christian mission- 
aries travelled to far off places to 
set up churches. Here, they built 
schoolstoteach Latin, the language 
used in church, For nearly a thou- 
sand years from 500 A.D., schools 


taught in Latin, 
Books were 


‘mostly written in 
Latin too, 


By the end of 
the 12th century, 
scholars and 
Tearned men gath- 
ered together to 
set up schools for 
advanced learn- 
ing, ‘These were 
the first universi- 
ties in Bologna 


Y 
(Italy), Paris 


> France), Oxford 









nig 


(England), followed by Cambridge 
(England). 

Few girls attended schools. 
They were mostly given the basic 
language and knowledge training 
by nuns in convents. 

Governments first set up 
schools only in the 19th century. 
For, after the Industrial Revolu- 
tion, more educated people were 
required to work in factories, and 


@ 


(Tootsy, schools all over the world 

have now settled down to a 
‘common system. There is a nurs- 
ery section followed by primary and 
high school education. 

Latin is no longer the language 
of education in Europe. So is San- 
skrit outmoded in schools in India. 
Everywhere, English is used as a 
common language 

So, the next time you groan and 
ask, “Who invented school?” think 
of the first children in the world. 
‘There was no way they could have 
had as much fun as you're having! 





LAKSHMI IYER 
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BETWEEN YOU AND ME- 





BOOKS AND BAGS 





Let's overhear a school 
bag, a new book and a 
pen talking 
SCHOOL BAG: Ouch! you 
are too heavy today! I am’ so 
tired. 
BOOK: I am happy that I 
need not carry any weight. 
SCHOOL BAG: Don't be so 
selfish — I don’t want to carry 
you, But what to do? Ihave todo 
it! 





(SUDDENLY.) 
BOOK:Hey!Who's this? 
SCHOOL BAG: Itis the pon- 

cil box, 
BOOK: How light the box is! 
SCHOOL BAG: Eeks! More 
weight to carry. 
(IN CLASS.) 
BOOK: Hey! Don’t poke me! 
PEN: Silence! Don't shout! I 
am not able to concentrate, I 
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have so much to write, and am 
already lagging behind. 

BOOK: It irritates me. So, 
please stop! 

PEN: I have to write on you. 
How can I stop? 

(AFTER SCHOOL, THE 
BAG IS PACKED-) 
SCHOOL BAG: Iam so tired 





of carrying things. I am fed up! 

BOOK: Lam sorry. Only af- 
ter being scratched by the pen do 
Tunderstand how I pain you, 

SCHOOL BAG: Forget it! 
Let's be friends, 

BOOK: (Sobbing) Iwas proud 
and selfish. That's why I've been 
taught a lesson.., 

SCHOOLBAG: There, there! 
Stop sobbing now. Come on, 
cheer up! 

A.V.Panchasheela, 





TORIES FROM OUR READERS: 


“HL 


mom(" cried 
Ranjitha, skip- 
ping into the 
house. “lam 
ack! Shall we 
pack?’’ 

she had 
been walting for 
this day. The last 
day of exams 
and the trip to 
Ooty! 

Ranjitha 
stopped. Her 
mother seemed 
very upset 

“What hap: 

.ed, mum?” 
she asked. 

Sranny is 
tertibly sick 
Ranji" her 
mother replied, 
"We'll have to grandma's place now."" 
G0 to see he 

Then Ooty?" asked Ran 
iin, Rorgtha could net believe 

“We'll go some other time, Net eats. The tip she'd been 
dear,"’ said her mother, al- longing for, cancelled! 
most in tears. 


cons. ALBUM. OF 
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“Mamma!” she cried, Her mother was shocked 
“You can’t cancel this trip for beyond words 

‘granny's sake! You promised “No more arguments, Ran- 
to take me, didn't you? jitha,"* she said, “Help me 
pack.” 


Ranjitna aia not 
reply. She stumbled 
along to her parents’ 
bedioom, and threw 
herself on the bed 

Her eyes wandered 
to the shelf alongside, 
Three olbums stood 
there. Ranjitha idly pick- 
ed one up. 

They were 
photographs of her 
‘own babyhood and 
chidnood, 

There wos granny, 
feeding her, And gran- 
ny tickling her, playing 
with her 


Ronijtna slowly 
temembered what her 
mother had told her. 
When she had hardly 
been a year old, ner 
mother had been 
hospitalised because 
of an accident, it was 
het granny who had 

‘We'll go next year, Ran- looked after her then, 
jitha,"* her mother soothed het. Raniitna ran down the 

Spoilt as she was, Ranjitha —_ stats, hugged her mother and 
couldn't bearher holiday can- said, “Let's pack as fast as we 
celled. cani"" 

“Please mamma,’ she Ambika Mani, aged 15, 
begged and she cajoled, but 
invain Madras - 20. 
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== GREAT MEN 


No duly 4th — the American 
Independence Day, is complete 
without the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence: There will be parades, 
speeches,.fireworks, but then, 
the Declaration is always read 
out, 

“We hold these truths to be 
self-evident — that All Men are 
created equal, that they are en- 
dowed by their Creator with 
certain inalienable rights, that 
among these, are Life, Liberty 
and the Pursuit of Happiness. 

‘These words electrified 
Americans nearly 220 years 
ago. They still do. 

But who wrote the declara- 
tion? 





thomas Jeffer- 
son — one of 
the Founding 
Fathers of American 
Independence. 

Born 260 years ago, in 1743, 
Jefferson was a fearless cham: 
pion of freedom. His favourite 
words were, “The mass of 
mankind was not born with sad- 
dies on their backs, nor a 
favoured few booted to ride 
them.” 


fefferson wasan accomplished 

man. He was a philo- 
ipher, architect, musician and 
inventor. He could calculate an 
eclipse, survey an estate, tie an 
artery, plan an edifice, or try a 
case in court. He designed a 
revolving chair, a portable desk, 











a letter-copying device... He 
designed a simple plough, that 
was widely used by American 
farmers for years. He even in- 
troduced a threshing machine! 

orn in Virginia, Jefferson 

was orphaned at the age of 
fourteen. He qualified in law, 
and practised for some years. 
But he soon gave it up. He felt. 
that lawyers were “a group 
whose trade is to question 
everything, yield nothing, and 
to talk by the hour!” 


born revolutionary, Jef 
ferson naturally found 
himself at the frontline of the 
American Independence move- 


ment against the oppressive 
British rule in the American 
colonies. It was as. a member of 
the Continental Congress of 
‘patriotic citizens’ that met in 
Philadelphia in July 1776, that 
Jefferson was given the respon- 
sibility to prepare the Declara- 
tion of Independence. 


t first, Jefferson actually 
roposed that John Adams 


known as the ‘Firebrand of the 
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Revolution’ prepare the docu- 
ment. But Adams refused. 
“Why?” demanded Jeffe 
“For the valid reason that 
can write ten times better than 
any other American,” Adams 





on. 











replied 

Jefferson was only : 
old when he authored the 
famous Declaration. 














dent George Washington, 
another Virginian. As moulder 
of free America’s foreign policy, 
he strove vigorously for “honest, 
friendship with all nations, 
entangling alliances with 
none.” A real forerunner of 
the non-alignment pi 
enunciated by In 
Prime Minister Jawa- 
harlal Nehru! 





ee 


L 1800, Jeffer- 
on was elected 
the Third Presi 
dent of the United States. 

Re-elected in 1804, Jef- 
ferson enacted the legislation 
hat forbade slave trade in 
America 

Rather appropriately, Jef- 
ferson died on 4th July 1826 — 
the ear of the Declaration 
of American Independence! 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


ne December Friday, Sister and 

Brother Undir had friends to 
stay over the weekend. Coffee Mouse 
and his kid brother Toffee Mouse had 
come to spend the weekend with them, 
‘Ten-year-old Coffec Mouse was older 
than Sister, who was nearly nine now. 
‘Toffee Mouse was six, and older than 
four-year-old Brother Undir, who was 
the littlest. All the four of them, Coffee, 
‘Toffeo, Sister and 
Brother went to 
the same school, 
Coffee and Toffeo's 
parents had to be 
























Undir had 
to have 
cozy banyan tre 
house, 
Weren't 
Sister and 
Brother Undir ex: 
cited! 
“Mama! 
where will they 
sleep?” asked 
Sister Undie 
“We could 
make up four g 
beds on the floor 


if all the little ones would like to sleep 
together,” suggested Mama. 


. 
Wat are we going to have for 
lunch Mana?” asked Brother Undir, 


"Can we ha asked 
“WVill Coffee and Toffee like to 
swing on the hanging roots of our tree 
house?” asked Brother. 
“I'm sure they will!" replied 
“Hold it” said Papa, 
friends come and we shall 

















pieked up Brother 
and swung him 
around, 

"You too enim 
down, little 





said Manva patti 
Sister Undir on 
the back, 
May 1 
invite Kanju too? 
alot 
of fun!” 
Brother 
Undir and 
Squoeky 
Kaaju 








pa 
Ahurried telephone call later, 
Brother was thrilled that 
Kaaju was coming too, to stay for the 
night. 
"You must he nice to your gv 
said Papa. 
“And promise not to fight and get 
said Mama 
“As if we would!” replied Brother, 
alittle disdainfully. What a lot of little 
mice there were going to be! Coffee, 
Toffee, Kaaju, Sister and Brother! It 
sure promised to be an exciting 


into trouble 


weekend! 

“There's going to be 2 lot of work 
for us, with five little ones around! 
said Mama Undir 


Just then there was a telephone 
call. Brother Undir answered 

“Mama! It's from your office! They 
say its urgent!” 

Mama rushed to the telephone 
Sister, Brother and Papa Undir 
crowded around. Whatever could it be? 








And on a Saturda 
heard Mama sa; 

I guess there's no choice then. 

Til pack up and be ready with the 
papers?” 

“What is it Mama? Tell me quick!” 
Brother Undir had put his arme 
around Mama's legs and was shaking 
her. 

“It sounds like bad news to me!” 
exclaimed Sister. “You're going some- 
where!” 

“Give Mama sometime!"said Papa 
Undir looking at Sister, Brother and 
Mama, in turn, 

“Well... do have to leave, and 
tonight. There isan important meeting 
on Sunday morning, at New Eli, I 
guess my boss doesn't want his 
weekend spoilt. So I've got to go in- 

* said Mama. 
aid Sister and Brother in 











st when our friends 


“Not fair! 
are coming!” protested Sister Undir. 
“When you've got to go, you've just 
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got to go!” said Papa, trying to soothe 
the kids. 

“Well, Papa you did the same last 
weekend! You were at office all day on 
Saturday and Sunday! remarked 
Sister in protest. 

“Don't worry. I'm rather good with 
kkids,"said Papa, “We'llhavea lot of fun 
even though Mama is not around.” 

“Besides, I'l be back on Sunday!” 
said Mama Undir. 


Qe by one the kids trooped in. 
It was a full house before Mama left. 
‘They all had lunch together. Coffee 
‘and Toffee had brought along some rice 
and boiled potato Bhaji. Kaaju's 
parents had sent a chocolate cake for 
everyone. 

Papa Undir chopped up some 
‘onions, earrots-and tomatoes. He put 
ina large helping of fresh peas to make 
‘tossed salad. Mama had made some 
hot chappatis and curried eggs. It was 
great meal. 

“Simply delicious!” said Kaaju, 
who enjoyed good food. 

“Let's all goto see your Mama off” 
suggested Coffee mouse 

‘So they all trooped into the mini 
van that had come to take Mama tothe 
airport. 

“Hope youll be okay with all the 
ida!” said Mama, to Papa Undir. 

“til et you know how it was when 
you return tomorrow,” replied Papa, 
‘waving goodbye to Mama. 

“Well be very good aun 
promised Coffee Mouse. 

“Yes, we promise!"echoed the 
others. 

‘So Mama was off. Back at the 
banyan tree house, the mice decided to 
play act. Sister Undir and Coffee 
Mouse took charge. 

jg lets pay king and queen” they 

“I'll be the queen, naturally!” said 

Sister. 





“And me, the king,” said Coffoe. 

“Brother and Kaaju can be two 
‘subjects of the kingdom. The two sub- 
jects fight and comet the reyal palace 
for a decision,"suggested Sister Undir. 

“What about me? Don't I get a 
part? asked Toffee Mouse in a small 

“Well, you could be the minister,” 
suggested Sister Undir. 

“Let's go find some fancy things to 
wear!” said Coffee Mouse. 

“Tl need a shiny sari because I'm 
the queen!” exclaimed Sister. 

“And crowns!” said Coffee. 

“Some grown-up clothes for Kaj 
‘and me too!” said Brother. 

“And the minister too should look 
a little royal, shouldn't he?" asked Tof- 
fee. 

“Locks like we'll have to look in 
‘your Mama's cupboard,” said Coffee. 

“A dupatta can be used as a tur 

suggested Coffee. 





ba 





"They opened up Mama's cup- 
board. Toffee and Kanju began to pull 
fut elathes. Soon there was a pile of 
clothes on the floor, with each mouse 
ing to solect what they wanted to 
wear. Sister Undir began to get 

“We ought to ask Papa first before 
wwe go any further,” she suggested. 

“Crash!” There was a sound of 
broken glass. 

“That looks like Mama's favourite 
perfume!” remarked Brother Undir 
‘staring. There were bits of glass scat- 
tered all over the floor. 

“Mama won't be pleased!” ex- 
claimed Sister, looking at the mes. 

“Let's try and put things back,” 
suggrsted Coffee Mouse 

“Oh! Just stuf everything back 
and quickly shut the cupboard door!” 
suggested Toffec. 

“I doit too sometimes, you know!” 
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agreed Kaaju. 
“Well.” said Sister Undir, uncer- 
tainly. 


Just then Papa Undir walked in, 
"What on earth is the matter?” he 
boomed, “Who is responsible for this 
‘The little mice stood rooted to the 
‘ground in shock. Would Papa 
(If) Punish them? What was he 





going to do? 
“Well?” asked Papa, wait- 
ing for a reply. 
Coffee, being the eldest, eame for~ 
ward, 
“Uncle! We wanted to play act," he 
‘said, 
“And we wanted some royal look- 
ing clothes!" continued Brother Undir. 
“Lwas to be the queen, and Coffee, 
King,” admitted Sister, 
“We are all in trouble!" 
poor Kaaju. 
“Major trouble!" agreed Toffee. 





ined 





“Welll clan up right away!” of 
fored Coffee Mouse. 

“Alright,"caid Papa looking little 
grim, “But first let me clean up the 
broken glass before any of you venture 
todo any clean up work around here.” 





Pipa picked up the glass pieces 
fand then wiped the floor with wat 
mop. In half an hour, Mama's 
cupboard was nearly back to 


normal. Coffee and 
neatly folded the clothes, and 
put them back. 

I guess we don't deserve any ice 
creams," said Brother. 

“But that does not mean we can't 
do other things,” said Kaaju 

“I'm off to the hanging root 
swings!" exclaimed Sister. 

“Me, too!” agreed Coffee Mouse. 
Everyone followed Coffee and Sister. 

“Whee! This is fun!" said Coffee, 
holding on to the roots and swinging 
high. "Come on, push me!" he called 
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Sister gave him a 
good shove and Coffee 
went up even higher. Brother and 
Knaju took turns pushing each other. 
But poor Toffee was too seared to try. 

“Baby!” teased Brother Undir, who 
‘was much younger than Toffee. 

‘After playing the entire evening, 
the five young mice were completely 
tired and grimy, and in need of a good 
serubbing. 

“Come on inside everyone! Time 
for your baths!" called out Papa Undir. 

“Oh no!" protested Kaaju, who 
hated baths. 

“Come on, let's go in. It's getting 
dark!" said Coffee who could be quite a 
responsible young mouse when he 
wanted, 





“Papa! Can we havea group bath?” 
asked Brother. 





Papa Undir, 
“I think Sister and Coffee 
canbe in charge. I'msure the 
little ones know how to scrub: 
properly.” 


So sister 
helped 
Kaaju Cof- 
foe helped 
Brother 
and Toffee. 

“Boys 
bathroom 
and girls in 
the other!” 
exclaimed 
Brother 
Undir. 

“Hurry 
up! Don't 
you want to 
beat the 
girls?” said 

Coffee, trying to make the boys finish 

quickly. 

“Oh no! I'd rather be last!" replied 

‘Toffee, who loved to play in water. 

“But I too want to be last!” 
protested Brother, who also loved to 
have long baths. 

In the other bathroom, Sister had 
hard time getting Kaaju to bathe, 

“No soap please 

“But then that's not a bath’ 
protested Sister. 

“Well, just on my hands then! My 
eyes burn if soap gets in them!" 











declared Kaaju, 











‘ime to cook dinner!" announced 
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Papa Undir. "Who's going to help?” 
“Mel” saie Sister Undir, 
“And me! exclaimed Coffee 
Mouse, 
“Ld like to, but I don't know how!" 
ssnid Toffee, 
‘’m good at stirring, and [ean cut 
carrots too!" offered Brother. 
'm not allowed to touch a knife or 
wailed poor Kanju, 
, there's « job for everyon 








matehes! 

M 
said Papa, "Knaju can sot the table 
Sister will hnd you the plates, glasses 
‘and spoons 





“Hope you know how to count!” 
remarked Coffee mischievously, “Or 
some of us will be left out!” 

“Meanie!" replied Kanju, 

“Brother ean beat the eggs!" said 
Papa Undlir 

“Oh! I can make great omlottes!" 
offered Coffee. “With peas and onions 
and tomatoes in them! T help in the 
kitchen at home, you know.” 

“Sounds good," said Papa, “I'l 
pulao with lots of 








make some 
vegetables in it.” 
ister offered to make noodles, 
“Provided Papa tells me when to turn 
the fire off.” 





» ind thoy wer 
All burnt! 0) 


oR 


é 


Brother remarked, “Last time she 
tried boiling noodles she cooked them 
for so long that all the water dried up 
and they were all burnt!" 


Aittotthem set to work, What fun 
it wast Even though the monu was n 
little odd, they enjoyed their ment 
tremondously. After dinner papa hada 

ise in store for thom! Teoereamal 
“Your father is good sport! After 
the way 












is the bost Papa in the world!” 
wed Brother Undin, 





“ 


Pim not sure he'd be 90 fore 
if we'd messed up his cup- 
kod Sister Undir. 

heard and had a good 





Papa oi 
laugh! 

“You got me there little one!" he 
admitted, 

‘Soon it was time for bed. It didn't 
take the young mice long to fall asleep 
after their busy day. Papa read a book 
for a while before falling asleep. 

He had just fallen asleep when 





“Tring!Tring!” the telephone rang. 





pa woke up with a start. 
‘Hullo! Who is it?” he asked in 
voice full of sleep. It was midnight. 

“I'm Coffee and Toffee's father! 
We're back earlier than expected. You 
see, the boys try and dodge brushing 
their teeth at nights. [thought I'd just 
call up to remind you to get them to 
brush." 

Papa had no intention of waking 
up the sleeping boys. 

“Thanks for calling.” he replied, 
“The boys were no trouble at all!” 

‘Just as Papa had fallen asleep the 
telephone rang once agnin, 

“Tring, tring!” 

"Who ean it be now, this late?” 
wondered Papa looking at the clock. 
“Its 9 o'clock! Way past midnight!” 

“Hullo! I'm Kaaju’s mother!" 
answered the voice atthe other end. “Is 
Kaaju asleep?” 

“Yes. She's just fine,” replied Papa 
wondering if that was ail 

“You see, she wets her bed oc- 
casionally. Could you please take her 

















to the toilet now? This is the time I 
usually take her, I called to let you 
know." 









Ashwin : What's a walnut? 

Krithika : Someone who is crazy 

about walls! 

Jayant And Ashwin Shinde,| 
aged 13, 

Bombay - 400 098, 















Papa groaned as he got out of his 
bed. Allthelittle ones had gone tosleep 
side by side on mattresses spread out 
con the floor. Papa picked up the sleep- 
ing Kaaju and brought her back after 
‘her job was done. She did not even 
wake up! 

“Thank goodness for that. Though 
how I'm going to get back tosleepagain 
I don't know!” he grumbled, gotting 
back to bed, 


The next morning 
Brother, Coffee, Toffee and Kaaju wore 
up with the sunrise 

“Papa wake up!” suid Sistor Undir 
shaking him 

*Oh no! Is it yet another phone 
call? he asked, 

“What?” asked Sister 












shine so early. But with five little mi 
soenthusiastc, ho could hardly refuse. 








morning walk, milkand 
breakfast, Papa Undir told Coffoe and 
‘Toffee that their parents wore back, 

“Oh! But I don't want to go back 
just as yet!” protested Toffee. 

“We're having such fun, Uncle! 
said Coffee. 

Coffee and Toffee's parents 
dropped in before lunch. 

“More guests!" said Papa. “Just 
like your Mama to escape! Lucky het!" 
he said to no one in particular, 


Bur Papa need not have worried. 
The visitors had brought some food 
with them and little gis of erayons, 

‘and erasers for all the litle 



































“Mama! We're having -: 
‘great time, Please let’s not go 
‘back so soon!” begged Coffee. 

“We've brought some 
packed lunch for everyone,” 
said Coffee and Toffee's 
mother, We'll leave after 
lunch." 

“How about a picnic out- 
doors, Under the banyan 
tree?” suggested Papa. By 
now he had decided to make 
the most of the situation, 

So that’s what they did. 
After clearing away the 
lunch things, the adults 
stretched out in the shade of 
the treo, while the five little 
mice played indoors. Papa 
Undir dozed off. He had 
hardly had any sleep the pre 
vious night. 

Suddenly, Sister 
Undir eame out and 
shook Papa Undir 
awake, 

“Ien't — Mama 
returning this evening Papa? Aren't 
wwe going to pick her up from the air: 
port?" she asked, 

“My goodness! Yes!" exclaimed 
Papa Undir, getting up quickly 
“What's the time?" 

“It's 5pm already!" replied Sister. 

“Well, thank goodness, there's still 
time," replied Papa. “We start at 6 
sharp. Come on everyone — get ready 
for your milk.” 

“I'l make some tea," offered Toffee 
and Coffee's mother. The children 
finished their milk, and the grown-ups, 
their tea. It was time for Toffee and 
Coffee to return. Sadly, they said good- 
bye. What fun it had been! Well, at 
least for the kids! 

“Thanks a lot for taking such good 
care of our little ones!” said Coffee and 
‘Toffee's father waving goodbye. 





























Hl by yourself. ay 100 
their mother, 


Specially 
ly impressed!” x 





“See you at school tomorrow!” said 
Brother Undir. 


Tewas timo to goto the airport. On 
tho vay, Papa Undir dropped Kaaju 
home. By the time Papa, Sister and 


ed the airport, 


Brother Undir rea 
Mama's flight had already arri 

“There's Mama!” exclaimed sister 
Und. 

“Mama! Mama!” shouted Brother 
Undir waving his hands and running 
towards her. 
helped with Mama's bag, 
“It's great to be back!" said Mama 
hugging Sister and Brother. 

“It's even greater to have you back! 
‘And you've no idea how much I mean 
id Papa, 
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DID you NOT 
Do THE HOME” 








EXPERIENCE 


Madras.” 

“That's not 
possible," said my 
mother. 








school, 
r asked, 
you done 
iday 





homewor 
Tears rolled 
down my cheeks 
“Why are you 
crying?” asked the 











fe live in Cud- 
dalore, During| 
the holidays after my 
quarterly exams, my 
mother and I went to 








FORGOTTEN 
HOMEWORK 












Madras, tomy grand- 
father's house. 

My teacher had given us 
some homework, for the ten day 
holiday period. I did it during 
my first days in Madras and left 
it near my suitcase. 

‘The days passed quickly, 
and we were travelling back to 
Cuddalore, ‘The train was near- 
ing Chengleput. 

“You've completed your 
holiday homework, haven't 
you?” my mother suddenly 
asked 

“Ob, mummy!" I cried, “I for- 
got to bring it! It’s in 
grandfather's house with my 
classwork book. Let's get off 
at Chengleput and return to 


teacher surprised 
T told her what had hap- 








pened, 
“When will you give it to 
me?” she asked, 
Next Monday, miss!" I 
replied. 


I went home wondering how 
Twas to get back my homework 
from Madras. 


hen, a lucky thing hap- 
pened. ‘Two days later, my 
uncle from Madras visited us. 
And what do you think he 
brought with him — my 
homework and my classwork 
notebook! 
E. Anitha Rashmi, aged 10, 
Cuddalore - 607 001. 
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Oneevening! wasretuming from 
school. I saw a new shop selling 
hot snacks. I had received my 
pocket money recently, and was 
Quite tempted by the smell of hot 


Just then, the doorbell rang. 

" Hope it is lots and lots of 

guests," I said. But no! It was my 

cousin who stayed in a hostel 
nearby, and visited 










ieee a es usoften, Inhishand, 
Revathoruse ! (youguessedit!) was 
thrilled!” 1 a packet of a dozen 


somosas, 
When he heard our 
. story, he broke out 
into peals of laugh- 
ter. 

That evening, 
all of us some- 


thought to my- 
self, buying a 
dozen delicious 
samosas for tea. 
"My elder sister 
will love it after 


a hard day’s 
b, fie how managed 


ws 
(ofinish off one 
Twenthomeand 
plate of samosas, We 
handed — the ut the oth- 
packet of ? a 
samosas to my 
covers and 
mother. My sis- Ho; 7 HO 7 Hoy distributed 
ter began to them 
gigale. I looked among our 
at her surprised. a i 
Withoutsayinga and frien 
‘word, my mother ds 
took me into the There ended the hot samosa 
kitchen, 


neighbours 
story! 





There, ontwo plates, sattwodozen 
samosas waiting to be eaten. My 
fatherandsisterhadboughtadozen 
each. My mother emptied the third 
packet of samosas onto a plate. 
—— vir 
Goiutam FB uy 96 


Usha Raman, aged 13, 
Bangalore - 560 054. 





















‘Youmusthave heard someone 
say, “His love for fast driving is his 
Achilles’ heel.” 

Well, Achilles’ heel refers to a 
weak point in a person's character. 





Thisphrasehasapopularstory 
behind it. So, here goes! 

Tn Greek legend, Achilles was a 
brave soldier, and the much-sung 
heroofthe great Iliad. Hewas the 
sonofPeleusand Thetis. Heplayed 
anactiverolein the famous Trojan 
war. 

When Achilles was a baby, his 
mother, Thetis, wanted her son to 
be immortal and invincible. So, 
accordingly she held him by one 
heel and immersed him in the ce- 
lestial river, Styx. (A dip in 

this river was sup- 
posedtogiveone 


immortality.) 


But she forgot to dip the heel sepa- 
rately afterward. Henoe Achilles 
becameimmortal except forhisheel, 
which was unprotected. And it was 
this heel which led to his defeat and 
death. Achilles was wounded in the 
heel by his enemy, Paris, in the war. 
He died shortly there-after. As you 
see, the phrase ‘Achilles’ Heel’ now 
applies to anyone whois otherwise 
‘great and sound personality, but is 
weak or vulnerable in one respect. 


‘ThisepisodeofAchilleshasaparal- 
lel in one of our great epics, The 
Mahabharata. When the bloody 
war was over, Lord Krishna retired 
to a secluded place. While he was 
asleep, a hunter, mistaking his heel 
protruding romabush, forthesnout 
ofadeer,letlooseanarrow. The 





PHRASES FROM MYTHOLC 


arrow found its mark, andended the 
Krishna avtar. 


This Greek hero has alsolent 
hisnametoapartofourbody. In the 
human anatomy, the strong sinew 
which runs along the heel to the calf 
in the leg, is known as the Achilles 
tendon, Scientifically itis known as 
the tendo Achilles’. Another name is 

TendoCaleaneus. fthisten- 


serious; a person may become 
crippled for life. 

__ In animals, specifically in quad- 
‘rupeds,thistendoniscalledtheham- 
string. To stop an animal from run- 
ning away, its hamstring is cut off 
‘Then the animals were said to be 
hamstrung, Inancienttimes,thieves 
and criminals were punished by 
cruelly cutting their heel tendons. 
This gives rise to yet another inter- 
estingphrase. Tohamstringmeans, 
to destroy the efficiency of, or to 
cripple. 


as” ele 


Bat, back to Achilles... yet an- 
other literary phrase is associated 
with this brave soldier. Have you 
heard of the phrase, ‘sulking like 
Achilles in his tent”? Legend has it 
that during the Trojan war, Achilles 
refused to fight because of a quarrel 
hehadwithhisking, 
Agammemnon, 
who took 


away 













SQ 


Wia captive girl 


and refused to goto 
the battlefield until the death of his 
friend,Patroclus. Thephrasemeans 
to refuse to participate in an impor- 
tant undertaking because of a per- 
sonal grievance. 

‘The Greek language has ex- 
tensively lent words to the En- 
glish language. There are so 
many other phrases that we use 
in our day-to-day lives. 


RAMYA SUBRAMANIAM. 
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doing nothing! 

“Iwill be one ofthe bangra dane- 
asked Roopa, the house captain. ers!” Sushila vowed. 

Roopa smiled vaguely and said, 
“We'll see, we'll see. Hey! Anital = Qo ciate 
Te been looking for you jorry Sushila!” Roopa sa 

‘As Roopa walked off, Sushila “Weneed just twelve dancers — six 
stood there fighting tears. She so pairs — for the bangra. They've 
wanted to be in the dance. Her been selected...” 
house was putting up a bangra* _ At home, Sushila sobbed her 
forthe inter-house school competi- heart out. Her mother was really 

tion. Sushila alarmed, 
very badly “What's the matter, Sushi! Why 
are you so upset?” 


PART OF (Tees 


But Sushiladid not answer. She 
just sat there and cried. 
Finally, her mother rang 
Ashwini, Sushila’s best friend. 
wanted to be a part of it. She “I'll come over right away, 
wanted to bea part ofthe group of aunty!” Ashwini said. 
busy students, practising dance, _ When Ashwini arrived, she told 
being busy and important. ushila’s mother what had hap- 
She hated to be pened. 


on the outside of| “Sushi! Wipe your 
happennings, watch- SCHOOL LIFE tears!” her mother 
ing everything, and said, “You must not 
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“ 
‘Aint tinthedance Sushita 


















beupset forsuchlittlethings. There 
will beso many disappointments in 
life. Look! Ashwini’s here! Talk to 
her, You'll feel better.” 

When Sushila’s mother had 
gone, Aswini said, “Look Sassy! (For 
that was Sushila’s pet name in 
school),"Roopa chose the best dane- 
ers for the bangra, You can’t force 
her to choose you, can you? Take 
part in something else...” 


Th school, Sushita was morose 


and glum, She hardly ever went to 
gaze at the practise sessions and 
the rehersals as everybody else did. 
She glared at those who had been, 
selected for the dance, or ignored 
them. She was jealous, and she 
didn’t bother to hide it. 
‘Onelunch-break, Mita, theclass 
‘beauty’ came swaying into class, 
anklets jingling, the costume still 
draped around her. She was in a 
bad mood that day. Her steps had 


























not come out right, and Roopa had 
ticked her off. 

She came and stood before 
Sushila, who was at her desk copj~ 
ing some notes. 

“Stupid dance!” Mita muttered, 
“Twish I weren't in it!” 

Sushila ignored her. 

“T never seem to get the steps 
right!” Mita continued, “I hate 
And Roopa keeps shouting at me, 





Sushita didn't took up. Sud- 
denly, she heard sniffing, and afew 
wet drops fell on her note-book. 
This time, Sushila looked up. Mita 
was erying, trying to control her 
sniffles and sobs. 

“Don't ery, Mita! Don't!” 

“Oh, Sushila! I feel lousy today! 
Lam a horrible dancer!” 

“No, you'renot! You dancowell 
Sushila said, “Look! Just don't ery, 
okay?” = 








Mita tried hard to stop sobbing. 
Finally, she subsided. 

“Mita! Hey, Mita!” ItwasCheryl, 
looking for Mita. 

“Everybody's waiting for you! 
Come quickly! Hey! Are you okay?” 

“She's okay!” said Sushila 
quickly. “We're coming!” 

Chery] looked at both of them in 
turn, and went out. 


“Thanks a lot, Sushila,” Mita 
smiled weakly. 





“From now on, Iam going to be a 
part of it too.” 

Mita looked baffled. 

“T'll be with all of you and do the 
little things you want,” Sushila 
grinned, suddenly happy, “I'l ar- 
range your costumes, do your faces, 
your hair, and.... cheer you guys 
ed 

Mita grinned too. 

“Come! Let's go!” she said, link- 
ing her arm with Sushila’s, “You be 
a part of it too!” 








“For what?” asked Sushila, SRILATHA DHAR 
POETRY AN OLD DUCK 
Var an old dock 
oy) tad ony 
ony 
at It was dirty, ae 





= 
= 
wa 


People did not like it, 
{just stuck two feathers of mine, 
{painted it 

| got two rupees, 

Solam rich. 


N. Ajay Joshna, aged 8, 
C.S.L Ewarts Boy's H.S., Madras. 
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il Accidents are a part of life! 
Recently, | was ill. My 
mother gave me some medicine. 
| took it. Two days later, | dis- 
covered that | had taken the 
medicine several months after 
the expiry date. 

| was so shocked that | began 
to cry. | was very upset that | had 
taken a spoiled medicine, | could 
hardly eat that morning. So my 
mother took me to a doctor. He 
prescribed a few medicines to 
mitigate the effect of the expired 
‘one, | recovered quickly. 

This is a true incident, From 
that day onwards, 
my mother and! are 
very careful when it 
comes to medi- 
cines. We check 
the date of 
manufacture as 
well as the expiry 
date. 

Here are some tips to be fol- 
lowed while taking medicines - 

1. Always check the expiry 
date. 

2. Throw away medicines that 
have expired. If they are bottled 
syrups, empty the syrup down the 








EXPERIENCE 


drain, before you throw away the 
bottle. Similarly, tablets should be| 
torn out of their strips and thrown] 
away, so that they cannot be| 
misused. 

3. Keep medicines out of the| 
reach of smaller children, 

4, Always consult a physician 
before you pop a tablet or sip al 


































syrup. 

Use medicines safely, and 

cautiously. Then you'll never ex- 
perience what | went through. 

Oruganti Sarath Chandri 

Std. Vil, 

Secunderabac 















‘Teacher + A comet is a star with a 
tail, Ravi! Can you name a comet? 
Ravi Mickey Mouse? 


thile Kumar, 





GREAT MEN— 


LL S/ANLT 


GUAT - Re 


e have all heard of 
Napoleon Bonaparte, 
Only a few men in his- 


tory have been like him — he 
was so powerful that he 
changed a nation, 

Napoleon was born on 15th 
August 1769 in Ajaccia, in the 
island of Corsica, As a boy, he 
‘was very imaginative. He would 
read history books and pretend 
he was one of the great men he'd 
read about. 

Napoleon was educated in 
France. At the age of 16, he 
graduated from the military 
in Paris, and be- 
came an officer in 
1785, 

He took part in 
the French Revolu- 
tion at the age of 24. 
In 1793, he became 
Brigadier General, 
and in 1795, he became 
the commander of 
the interior army. He 
led his men to many 
victories, 

He tried to attack 
Egypt and Syria, but 
was unsuccessful, 








1AM JuLius 
CAESAR AND You ARE 


Defeated by the British, he 
returned home. 


n 1799, he lead a coup and 
Testabisnea a military die- 
tatorship. 

In the 1800s, Napoleon con- 
quered the Austrians. He 
fought a war against Britain 
too, In 1804, he was crowned 
emperor of France 

In 1812, he lead his army to 
Russia and captured Moscow. 
But they had to retreat, for they 





had no supplies 













A PIRATE. 


Napoleon was not satisfied 
even then, Heled the remainder 
of his army into interior Russia. 
Now, it was winter there, and 
the weatherwasalliceand snow. 
‘The army was not clothed for 
winter and the men were chilled 
to the bone, They were easily 
defeated. 





Yapoleon was captured and 
_. “exiled to the island of St. 
Elba. But he managed to es- 
cape, and returned to France. 
He captured power once again, 
for period in history, now 
known as a ‘hundred days’ 

On July 15th 1815, Napo- 








Jeon was defeated at the famous 
battle of Waterloo, This time, 
he was exiled to the remote 
island of St. Helena. 

He died there on May 5th, 
1821. It was first thought that 
his own doctors poisoned him, 
But scientists today have dis- 
covered that he died of stomach 
cancer. 

Napolean was a brilliant 
military stratigist. Now, the 
French remember him as one of 
the greatest men who ever 
lived. 


Naveen Kumar, Std. VIII, 
Kerala. 


Gokulam 43 uy 94 


na village in Kerala, there 
[is an astrologer named 

Raru Panicker. He was not 
only greedy, but vain too, He 
fancied himself the wisest per- 
son in the village, But, in real- 
ity, he was a fool. 

Raru Panicker once went to 
another village on an astrologi- 
cal trip. On his way to the house 
where he'd been invited, 
Panicker saw two women husk- 
ing paddy, In those days, rice 
mills were not popular as they 
are now. Paddy was husked by 
women who were experts at 
urappura* work, 

Panicker watched the swift, 
expert movementsofthe women, 
Both of them were lifting the 
pestle and bringing it with a 


pestle touched the mortar, the 
women madeadeep “Shh!” sound 
and lifted it again. 





* Husking sheds of bygone 





Certain rhythm. Every time the 


nicker watched the pro- 
cess for a long time. “Why 
are they making that sound?” he 





wondered, “Is it some secret 
method..?” He decided to ask 
them. 

“Excuse me,” he said politely, 
“Why do you keep making that 
sound while husking?” 

‘The husking women 
laughed. They knew 
only a simpleton 
would ask them that, 
They decided to have 
fun at his expense. 

“Don't you know 
that?” exclaimed one 
ofthem, pretending ty, 



























be surprised, “This sound is a 
mantra to help increase the 
quantity of rice.” 

“Really” Panicker was astonish- 
ed, “I must tell my family about 
this immediately.” Picking up 
his bag of cowrie shells, he 
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began to run. So great was his, 
hurry, that he completely forgot 
why he had come to the village. 


Pranicor jogged on without 
pausing for rest. Before him, 
flowed a water channel. The 
trunk of a narrow arecanut tree. 
was placed across it, Panickar 
stopped. This ‘bridge’ had to be 
crossed carefully, or he'd land in 
the water. 

Even while crossing the 
bridge, Panicker kept whisper- 
ing, "Shh, shh...” to himself, 
He wanted to make sure he 


é 














wouldn't forget it. 
Suddenly, he lost his balance 
and fell into the water. 
SPLASH! 


Ty was summer, and there 
was only waist-deep water in 
the channel, But the sudden fall 
left, Panicker dumbfounded, 

And he found that he'd forgot- 
ten the magical sound. 

Beating his chest, he la- 
mented, “Alas! I've lost it! I've 
Jost it!” 

Three women who had 
been working in a paddy field 



































ANSWER QUICK! 


Ao ant and an elephant 
were playing hide and seek. 
The ant went and hid in a 
temple. But the elephant found 
himeasily. How didthe elephant 
know that the ant was hiding in 
the temple? 
Bhargav, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 


Nay 


japisyno 
axom speddeyp sque ou, :¥ 





When is money bored? 
A : When it has no interest! 


R. Sriram, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 018. 
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nearby, heard him and came 
running. 


Wren Panicker saw the 


women, he wailed once again, 
“Oh! Lam done with! It's gone!” 
‘Stopping groaning!" saidone 
woman, “And tell us what you've 
lost!” 

“What will I tell them?" 
Panicker wondered, “I myself 
don't know what I've lost.” 

“Tt must be in the water,” 
said another woman, peering 
into the water, 

“Is it very precious?” asked 
the third. Panickerjust nodded. 

“We'll see what we can do,” 
said the first woman, “Bringthe 
Kayattu Kutta**!” 

One of the women brought 
them, The three women be- 
gan to drain out the water 
from the channel, quickly and 
efficiently. 





Thewomensatdowntorest, 
keeping the baskets aside, 

“Shh!” they relaxed, 

As soon as Panicker heard 
the sound, he jumped with 
joy. 

“T got it! I got itt” 

And before the perplexed 
‘women could even ask what it 
was, he wasrunningofftowards 
his village. 


V.T. Viswanathan: 






‘basket with four colt 
rales, used for irigation 
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HANG 


peanuts and gave 








Te was a it tome. In 
sunny return, *,, 
summer I 

x day, 

d I was just ‘i 
and 1 was just moved one 
bunani a of the silver | 
years old, My anklets I 


mother was busy 
in the kitchen 
and my father 
had left for the 


was wearing 
and gave it to 
him. 


ia He took it 

office, from me, 

‘s 2 sine walked towards ' 
e wi 

looking out uae 

side, Tired My mother } 

passers-by, came out. 

all hot and “Is this 

sree. your child?” ; 

ing their oe : 

brows, "Yeo." } 

Suddenly I He handed 


heard a voice, 
“Peanuts! Pea- 
nuts! Fresh roasted 
peanuts 
Tran outside. 
“Give me some peanuts!” 


her the anklet, 
telling her the 
whole story. { 


“Thank you very much,” 
said my grateful mother, and 
gave him the money for the } 








Tasked him, yundnuts 
“Do you have money little "™°Unen™'s 
girl?” he asked. N. Padmapriya, aged 14, | 
“Give me Delhi” ik 
peanuts!” [ Kannada f, 
insisted. 8. Sec. 
He made a School, 
little packet of New Delhi. 
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Photo : M. Parwathisam. 





In the afternoon sun. 
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FLIGHTS OF FANCY 


So I prepared a Kit for myself. It 

contained a pair of cooling gnifying glass, a pair of old rubber 

gloves, a pencil torch, cellotape, measuring tape, eye-pencil (for disguises), paints, 
ete 





‘My parents were away ata late party onenight. My sister wasin bed, snoozing, 
Twas watching T.V., when the current went off. [satstill, not knowing what to do. 

Suddenly, I heard a faint tinkling of bells. I sat petrified 

‘What a detective I am!” I thought, “Scared of a mere sound. 

I got up, and groped'my way to the kit. [felt for the pencil t 
it on. 











and switched 


In the narrow, faint, light I saw two burning eyes 

My heart stood still, and my mouth went dry. I could not even scream. 

Just then, the lights came on. Before me, stood Caesar, our neighbour's dog, 
wagging its tail 

Theaved a sigh of relief. 

"Some mystery!” I thought 








disgusted, putting away my 
Years later, Ihave found that kit 
asa detective 





ingle’ in my cupboard. 
ember my first experience 





T. Sucharitha, Std. VI, 
PSS. Sr. Sec. School, 
Madras. 
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He turned, 
and gave me the 
coldest stare 
possible. A chill 
ran down my 
spine, While the 
teacher was tell- 
ing him how 


inefficient he 


was, Saurabh 
had turned, and 
was looking 
straight at us 
We stopped gig- 
gling. We felt 
bit terrified, 


hat was 
happening 
to Saurabh? 





THE ANDROID 
ENTANGLEMENT 





all began in 

our school. It 

‘was the Hindi 
period, ‘The teacher was asking 
us some questions. Those who 
could not answer were being 
made to stand, as punishment. 
The four of us —Sreeja, Deopti, 
Varsha and I — were giggling 
away because Saurabh was 
being punished again. He was 
the dumbest student in cla: 
but today, he was behaving 
quite strangely. 








He was usually a bit sad- 
faced and dreamy. And he al- 
ways turned his head the other 
way, and never looked at us. 
Then it struck me! It couldn't 
be! 

I turned to my friends and 
whispered, “Saurabh’s turned 
into an android!" 

Yes. An android! I had read 
in some book that an android 
looks quite human. But actual- 
ly, it is a robot that has the 
human form and features. But 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


the android behaves like a 
robot. 

“We must find out!" we 
decided, 


’e took a few tips from 

Nancy Drew. We 
sneaked into the classroom 
during lunch-break to search 
his, I mean its, school bag. 

We didn’t find anything ex- 
citing. Just books, pencils, pen, 
batteries, a rubber, etc. Bat- 
teries? We'd struck gold! 
Androids need batteries to 
power them. 

Thrilled at our discovery, we 
discussed it till we were tired. 

‘Then Deepti asked, “But 
whatever is the Saurabh 
android doing in our class?” 





We were stunned. Then, we 
Jumped to our feet as a rather 
cold voice said, “What are you 
four doing down here during 
class hours?” It was the P.T. 
teacher. And lunch break was 
long since over. 


‘e decided to confront 

Saurabh and make him, 
I mean it, admit that it was an 
android 

But the last four periods of 
that day were taken by our 
Maths teacher, and we didn't got 
a break to confront the android. 

And after school, the 
android just vanished. Then I 
remembered the batteries. I 
removed them from my pocket 
and looked at them. What was I 
todo? 

“They are Saurabh’s bat- 
teries, aren't they?” It was 
Aravind. 

“He got them for his water- 
cooler project. What are you 
doing with them?” 

“Er... He forgot to take 
them,” I mumbled sheepishly 
and ran to tell my friends. 

Poor Saurabh! He was not 
an android after all! And we just 
missed being Nancy Drews! 


Shubha Hegde, aged 13, 





AE.C.S., Bombay. 










Here are some tips to stop the 
trembles and the frowns. 

1. First, let's think of the rea- 
sons why you should hate school. 
a. Are you frighteried of the 









vv 
. leacher? 
Do you get the shivers ' ; 
when the word ‘school’ is uv paki en 
mentioned? Do you tremble, °, 0" “1 You the termibly shy 


type? 

d. Or are you just lazy? 

Ifitis yestoany ofthe above (if 
it’s all the above, ‘Help!’ — 
you need to really work on 
itt), then try shaking your 
fears off 


does your heart lurch, and 
stomach churn? 

Or are you the 
type who sulks if 
you have to enter 
school? Does a 

frown mar your 

face, and do you 
growl at your class- 
mates and teachers’ 

Well then, you 


are a school hater! 





a) Teachers are 
people too! They’renot 
monsters or people 
{rom outer space! Sothere’s 

ly nothing to be scared 
of. “So what if you get 















scolded or punished in class?T 





in good spirit and try to do better 
next time. 
b) There's no help 
forthis, Youjusthave 
to work harder at the 
subject you dislike. 

Try not to hate school 

for it, and have fun at 

the other activities. Fy 

©) Shyness should 
notturn into fear. You 
can be shy and bold 
too! Talk moreto your E 
friends and teachers, 
and muster the guts to participate 
inclass discussions. Where’s your 
fear now? 

4) Laziness won't get you any- 
where. School should help you 
shed all that slowness and sloth, 
and make you sit up. If you are 
still lazy, remember — school is 
apart of life. You should enjoy it! 
2. Are you a studies-hater? 











COVER STORY 


Then, you are the typical arty 
orsporty type, who lovesculturals 
and sports meets. 

Well, studies will definitely 
help you in whatever you are do- 
ing. So take as much interest init, 
as you show in sports or arts, 

3. Are you an activity hater? 


———r 






~ You may 
love studies, 
but hate all 
those ‘silly’ 
extra-curricu- 
lar activities. 

Group ac- 
tivity is a type of study too. It 
teaches youto make friends, move 
with different kinds of people, 
and makes you learn to adjust in 
society. 

You may feel it’s silly and 
pointless, but it is good to let your 
hair down once in a while. 

Are you still a school-hater? 


Think about it! 


© 








SANDY 
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IT HAPPENED TO ME 


Wrreo i wos twee years 
Old, my parents and | had 
gone to my grandma's 
Place for a visit. 

lused to play cricket with 
my cousins in the evenings. 
As I could 
never hold the 








‘Get the boll,” my 
cousins shouted to me. 


Tn my search for the ball, 
I went further and further 
‘away from our colony. But | 
‘couldn't find it, 
‘d better retumn,"* | 
thought. | turned... holy cow! 











bat properly, 
they made me 
the fielder al- 
ways. One of 
my cousins hit 
the ball so 
hard that it 
went beyond 
‘our colony, 
into some 
quiet streets 
nearby, 


't was the 17th of 
January 1994, Back 
from school, I found my 
mother crying! 
“What's wrong, 
mummy?” I asked her. 
“Your grandma has 
passed away,” she 


replied. 

I was stunned. I 
could not believe it. We 
had seen our grandma 
just the day before 
yesterday. 


MOMENTS OF 
EMOTION 








'had lost my 
woy. 

| burst into. 
tears. Just 
then |saw an old woman 
who looked just like my 
gtandma. Thinking that she 
feally was my grandma, Iran 


to her, tugged her pallu, and 
shouted, “Agi! Agi 

The surprised old lady 
tuted to look at me, And 


surprise of surprises! She knew 
who | was! She was my 
grandma's friend. She took 
me back home. 


Back at nome, we found 
that my parents and cousins 
had gone out to search for 
me. When they returned, 
they found me cuddled on 
my grandma's lap. She was 
feeding me and patting me 
‘on the head. 

Then, my ‘other’ 
grandma told them the 
whole story. Allhad a good 








‘grandma 


W: rushed to our 
grandma's house at Bag- 
nan, Hooghly. Grandma's body 
had already been taken to the 


by 
wa 





laugh. The very next day, she 
bought me a new cricket 
boll. 

{still have it with me as a 
souvenir of this incident. 


Renuka Rane, Std. Vil, 
Sacred Heart's Convent, 
New Bombay, 


burning ghat. We hailed a rick- 
shaw and went there. But the 
pyre had already been lit. 
Grandma told me many 
fairy tales... she had also 
presented me a book on 
Vivekananda, on my birthday... 


I cannot forget the 17th of 
Halley Goswami, aged 8, 


MP. Birla Foundation 
HLSSS., Calcutta. 
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was ina very minutes from my house 
bad temper right by cycle.” 


from morning. There was just enough 


had woken Up time for me to make it. 
late, There had i Got tay evoke cut and 
been no electricity. raced along as fast as 


So, | couldn't have | could, through the bumpy 
my hot water bath roads. | was driving along 
| came out of the. one of these roads, when 


bathroom, nerves ingling my geometry box fell out 
and teeth chattering. from my bag. | did not 
| found to my utter hear it fall 


disgust, that there was Beesiae a 
to be curd rice for loudspeaker 
breakfast and for lunch. 
When | proceeded to 

pack my bag, | could not 
trace my science book 

On top of all this, the 
experiment which 

| was to demonstrate 

in the Science Exhibition ( 
the next day hadn't come 

out properly. 



















was blaring 
out film songs, 
nearby. 


I glanced at the clock 
and horrors! The time 
was 8,30! | have to be 
at school by 8.50! 

The school was twenty 











TRUE INCIDENTS 








Then a boy, obviously 
from the slums nearby, 
came running behind me 
shouting, “Akka, Akka, 





Akkat!” Though | was 
pedalling along at full 
speed, he caught up with 
me and handed me my 
geometry box. 


Teer Sater 


CT OF 


“Thank you!" I said 
to the boy. Oh! How 
happy and grateful | 
was! Had it not been 
for him, | would have not 
only got scoldings from 
my mother, but from my 
strict maths teacher too. 
The simple, uneducated 
boy's action cheered me 






up as no other incident 
could have done. | am 
really grateful to him. 


R. Veena, aged 13, 
Madras - 87. 


























TREMENBER, TO KEEP 
TE Boers CARERULLY, 
AppU: Yeu MUST. | 
TEAR OR SOIL THEM, J 
/ 














STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


Vier Raja ruled Malwa 
One day, he called his 
minister and said, “Iwanta loyal 
bodyguard. Finda suitable man 
and bring him to me.” 

Dilip Shastri, the minister, 
bowed and'said, “Give me a 
week’s time, maharaj!” 

Theministerscouted the king- 
dom for good, able-bodied men. 
He held several tests, and fi- 
nally two men were selected. 
They were Vikramkumar and 
Prakyatha Sharma, 

Shastri firstcalled Vikramkumar 
into his room ‘What would you do if 
our raja were in enemy prison?” he 


asked. 

“Td fight the enemy soldiers 
and get him out,” said 
Vikramkumar. 

“You may go,” said Shastri, 

Then Prakyatha Sharma was 
called inside. 

“What would you do,” asked 
Shastri, “if our raja was cap- 
tured by enemies?” 

“How can the king be cap- 
tured,” replied Sharma, “When 
Tam his bodyguard?” 

Sharma, ofcourse, got the job. 


M. Harish Prabhu, aged 15, 
Udipi. 





THE LOYAL 
BODY GUARD 








alabrindam isa tiny school 
B forclassical music tucked into 

the Besant Nagar area in 
Madras and run by Seetha Rajan. 
Recently, thestudentswentonamusic 
camp to Sringeri,on the banks ofthe 
‘Tanga river. 

“[t was a complete musical 
Seetha in, “The 
children sang in the open air, on 
a hillock, in front of temple 





The group, of nineteen chil- 
dren had great fun, 
when they 





CLASSICAL MUSIC 
were not singing too. They went 
on long treks, had great long 
dips in the Tunga river, and on 
‘one occasion, even got lost! 

“Itwas a unique experience!” 

“We stayed for two hours in 
the Tunga river!” 

“Prablad and Niranjan had a bet, 
as to how many bananas they could 
cat. Prahlad had twenty- 
three and he 


won! 













But they'd 
eaten up all the bananas sup- 
port to be for the whole group!” 


These were some of the ex- 
clamations hurled atourreporter 
by a group of excited children as 
they sat recalling their trip. 

“All of us were made to do 
topukarnams* as punishment 
for some mistake or other! Ex- 
cept for Sowmyal” 

“We pulled Shankar into the 
‘Tunga after he got dressed. Poor 
thing! He had towalktoour dormi- 
tory in wet jeans! And the jeans 


* Holding your ears, and ating and 
standing by turns, 








woh days!” 
= 
edacoupleofcows! They 
simply refused to go away!” 
_ Up at 5 am every morning, 
the children bathed, and sang 
till breakfast. They were divided 
into groups of six children or so, 
each. There were singing and 
music - knowledge competitions 
between the different groups, 
“It was quite a change for the 
children. Many of them, who 
would not be seen without slip- 
pers here, went barefoot at 
sringeri,” Seetha Rajan smiles, 
“And they want togoback again!” 





Our Staff Reporter 
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POETRY 








FROM DUST TO DUST — 
a formidable feat 


At one - we get our milk teoth. 

‘At two - all we do is sloop and eat. 

At three - wo struggle to got a seat, 

At ton - our carefree childhood we forfeit. 

At thirteen - into our teens we arrive as a fleet, 

At sixteon - we are filled with self admiration and conceit, 
At eighteon - friendship adds taste like sult to meat. 

At twonty one - adulthood is definitely a longed for treat. 
At twenty-five - new people we get to meet, 

‘At thirty - we hear the patter of little feet, 

At forty - life's path seems fixed with gravel and peat, 

At fifty - to ageing process we concede defeat. 
At sixty - we rest our weary minds and feet, 
‘At seventy - our heart misses its beat, 
Back to dust - we retreat! 


















. Deepa, aged 16, 
Madras. 











TRIP{PP}LE PUZZLE 
CONFUSION! 


On the next page are names of 
some books and authors, and a Trip{pp}le 
Puzzle! First match the names and the 
books. Then find the authors in the 
grid. 
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1. War and Peace ‘a. Conan Doyle 

2. Ramayana b, Mark Twain 

3. The Famous Five ~ ©. Charles Dickens 
4. Meghdoot . Enid Blyton 

5. Hamlet e. Vedavyasa 

6. A Tale of Two Cities £ 

7. Sherlock Holmes & Leo Tolstoy 

8. Adventures of Tom Sawyer ih. Kalidas 

9. Canterbury Tales i, Shakespeare 
30. Mahabharatha j. Valmiki 





Now find the authors hiding in the grid below. Remem- 
ber there are ten authors. 
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Sriram Yagnaraman, aged 11, 
Bangalore - 560 085. 








Solution on page 80 
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PLACES OF 
INTEREST 


-ALADY — the birth 
Kes of Adhi 
Sankara is about 


5 km. from Cochin oan 


Kerala. It is situated on thg 
banks of the river 
Periar, which is 
also called the 
Purna River. 
The nearest| 
Railway station®d\ 
is Angamali, 
6 kms, away, 
on the Madras- 
Cochin line, Kalady is also 
connected by road from all 
important towns in Kerala. 
This is because the road} 
connecting Trivandrum, 
the capital of Kerala, and 
Kozhikodu (Calicut), \ J 
passes through Kalady 
Adhi Sankara was born as fo ee es 
the only child of a Nambudri 
Brahmin named Sivaguru and 
his wife Aryamba. 













FTER becoming 
a sanyasi, Adhi 
Sankara, travelled 
throughout India 
establishing mutts 
wherever he went. 

The place at 
Kalady was set up 
by one of the 








Sringeri Mutt with 
the donation 














__POETRY ] 
QUARREL 


This is something we always do, 
When we have nothing to do. 

It is quarrel! 

You may read about it in stories, 
And in books of history. 

Quarrel is something, 

But is really nothing. 

Begun by someone, 

But I hope, all of us 

Will put an end to it 


G. Aarthi, std VI, 
Carmel School, Bangalore. 





















given by the Maha- 
raja of Travancore. 


Temples in Kalady 


ul fjseae are two 

beautiful temples 

dedicated to Sri Adhi 

Sankara and the 

Goddess Saradam- 

bal. There is a lamp built in 
black stone, near the samadhi 
of Aryamba inside the temple 
campus, which has existed from 
the time of Adhi Sankara, Just 
outside the temple, the beauti 
ful Periar river flows. 

‘There is a temple of lord 
Krishna built in the Kerala 
style. It is that Adhi 
Sankara built this temple for his 
mother. This temple is built in 
really beautiful surroundings. 


in the main road, there is 
an attractive and promi 


nent tower called Sankara 
Sthupi. Ithas six storeys with 
easy steps. There are sculps 
tures describing the six 
methods of worship prescribed 
by Adhi Sankara, About six 
kilometres from Kalady is a 
famous church at a place 
called Malayattur. 


V.Priya, aged 12, 
Madras-28, 


POETRY 











A Mouse in My House! 


Taye a tittle mouse, 
Running in my house. 

It was eating all the things, 
‘That were in my house. 
Iwas seared of 
‘And my sister was too. 

My father tried to catch it, 
But he couldn't do so! 








So the little mouse still remains 


In my house, 
Eating all the things, 
In my house, 

€. Nithya, std IV, 


Holy Angels Convent, Trivandrum. 
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friends! Did you 
hear of the artifi- 











ARTIFICIAL RAIN 













cial rain that fell in Hyderabad 
somie months ago? 

Artificial rain is also called 
‘Weather Modifications’ or 
‘Rain-making Process’ 


I et me tell you how exactly 


it is done. No water can be 
created in the atmosphere. 


(ac *« 


What the process does, is, con- 
dense a floating cloud, 

If you have to be successful 
in rain-making, you've got to 
follow certain parameters, 
Wind velocity should preferably 
be between 12 and 15 kmph. 
‘The cloud in question should be 
at least 450 m from the ground, 


CLOUDY TALES 


to ensure rainfall bet- 
wen 15 and 20 mil- 
lilitres. The humidity 
in the atmosphere 
should be high - at 
least 65%, 





ihe most favour- 
able time to ‘seed’ 
such a cloud is bet- 
ween 6-8 a.m. in the 
morning and after 





Music 





1, APACHE INDIAN 
2. MADONNA 
3. MICHAEL JACKSON 


4, 
5. 


REMO FERNANDES 
BABA SEHGAL, 


MATCH 


Match the following singers to their respective albums. 


‘Thanda Thanda Pani 
No Reservations 

©. Politicians don’t know 
Rock ‘N’ Roll 

True Blue 

Dangerous 


re 


a. 
e 


SO! 
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5.30 p.m. in the 
evenings. In 
short, the atmos- 
phere should be 
still and humid. 
There are 
actually — two 
methods to create 
rain. Silver iodide 
is dispersed 
through the at 
mosphere in the 
form of smoke 
through genor- 
ators working at 
ground level. The 
silver acts as a 
catalyst to form nuelii for drops 
of rai 
Another method is to ‘seed’ 
the cloud in question with solid 
crystals of carbon-di-oxide, 
from an aeroplane, Tiny par: 
ticles of water cluster around 
those crystals and grow large 
enough to fall as rain-drops, 











LE Andhra, rain is made to fall 
over the sea through these 
méthods. This helps disperse 
heavy cyclonic rains, before the 
clouds move over land. 
However, frequent use of 
such artificial methods is not 
advised. Rain that falls natural- 
ly, is the best source of water. 


Kalyani K., aged 12, St. Ann's Girls' H.S,, Secunderabad, 

















MUSIC MATCH 
sent by| 
Ashok. L., aged 14, 
Ooty - 643 001., 


SOLUTION 


vs OR Tea TL 











KID TALK 





cousin 

brother who is 

two years old, 

never coases to surprise 

me. He lives with us, 

and with every new day, 

does some new and 
wonderful act. 


Give him a pen and a paper 
— and he is quiet at his scrib- 
bling. If the pen does not write, 
he returns it, clearly indi 
that he wants one that writes. 
He knows all our names. He 
calls granny ‘patti’, grandpa 
‘thatha’, my parents as 
‘periappa’ and ‘periamma’, He 
knows my name too— Ramu 
for that's what they call me at 
home, But he just cannot 
pronounce the'R’, Sohe calls me 
Maamu Anna’ instead! 











is name is Nitin. 

But he is unable to 
say it properly. He just 
manages to say, ‘Atin’. 
He loves 'T.V. ads and 
will not respond to 
anyone when the T.V. is 








on. He loves the Bakeman’s bis- 
cuit advertisement best. 

When his mother speaks on 
the telephone, Nitin plonks 
himself beside her and says, 
“Hello Amma!” When the 
vegetable vendor comes on his 
rounds, Nitin grabs a basket 





















TN pee 
\ 

s outside. When my 

ther is ready to go out on his 

cooter, Nitin gets the helmet’ 

for him. 





sanelderbrother, I always 
like to tease him a bit. 
When I dothat, he runs straight 
to his parents and tells on me. 
If he's caught doing some- 
thing he knows he ought not to 












do, he quietly turns away, as if 
foeling guilty. 

Nitin has tea with the elders 
in his own small tumbler. When 
we all drink tea, we pour si 
into his small glass and 
tohim, 








e never makes a fuss 

when his parents leave for 
work. He sends them off with a 
“Bye!” If we ask him where his 
nts have gone, he repli 
‘Office!” 

Children are always lovable 
in their growingyears. It's gre: 
to see each forward step they 
take. 








E, Srikanth, 
Bangalore - 560 095. 








RECIPE 
MAGIC WITH LEFTOVERS! 


PUNJAB SAGU 


Here's a tasty dish which 
you can ereate out of left- 
overs. 

















You need: 
Leftover rasam, sambhar or 
spinach 


Leftover potato curry 
One big onion, chopped 
Coriander leaves to garnish 
How to make it: 

Light the gas and place a frying 
pan on it. Pour two table- 
spoons of oil into it, Add the 
chopped onions and fry till gold- 
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enbrown inolour. Add the left- 
over potato curry and fry well. 
Add the rasam, sambhar or 
spinach gravy to this and mix 
well, Lot the mixture boil for 
five minutes over a medium 
flame. Garnish with coriander 
leaves. 
A great side-dish for puris or 
bread! 
TR. Rag 








chish, 
aged 10, 
P.S.B.BSS,, School, Madvas, 





Priya Krishnamurthy, aged 13, of Velankan- 

ni Matriculation H.S.S., Madras, met ‘Gokulam’ 

last month. Here 

Wi! Gosvcam! How dpyon aot are some excerpts 

from the interesting 

little chat they 
had... 











Priya : Hi! 
Gokulam : Hi! Are you 
one of my readers? 








are b 
by day, 






G Going pink) : Er... don't praise me too much. 

P Grinning) : Okay! I won't embarrass you. But you see, I've 
come to interview you 

G : Interview me? What ever for? 

P: To publish it in ‘Gokulam’ 
of course! 

G: Heh, heh! Ask away! 

P: When was your first issue 
published? 

G : In July 1988. But 
Gokulam began as a Tamil 
magazine first, in 1972. It cost 
you just 30 paise then. Then 
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Gokulam began to be published 
in English too. 

P:: You have so many pages, 
but why haven't you put in a 
craft section as yet? 

G:0h, we do have an on and 
off craft section. Maybe it is not 
a monthly feature, but... 

d Gokulam? 

G + Well, our parent magazine is Kalki, a leading Tamil 
magazine. In one issue, an announcement appeared. It said that 
children should suggest a name 
for a children’s magazine they 
wanted to publish 

‘The children who suggested, 
‘Gokulam’, the winning name, 
wore awarded modaks* with lit- 
tle gold coins in them. 

P: Whoisyour editor? Doyou 
like him? I guess he must be 
quite old for he has grand- 
children too. 





P: Why were you ni 








Yon ate 





G: My editor is K, Rajendran. He is old, but he is very friendly 
and nice. [ like him as much as I like you readers, 


P: Where are you published from? 
G: From Madras. 
P; Will you announce any prize scheme like Tinkle does? 


G : Well... I try my best to 
keep you entertained and in- 
formed. But no comparisons 
please. 

P: Your price is quite 
low. Do you think more and 
more people buy you because 
of that? 

G: Maybe... But don’t I give 
you lots to read too? 





+ steamed sweet cumplings 
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P: Doyou like children who 
copy from other magazines and 
send articles to you and vice 
versa? 

Gr lt isnot right to do such 
things, you know. I am sure 
readers will agree with me. 

P : Who is your publisher? 

G: My publisher's name is 
V. Murali. 

P : In one of your issues, I 
don't remember which, a 
reader Priyanka had asked 
how you manage to run such a 
magazine when your price is so 
low. 

G: My answer is the same 
Priya! The loveand encourage- 
ment of our readers. 

Veena, aged 14,|/— P : Do you feel proud or 
§.T.G.H.S.,K.G.F.| happy when people talk about 
you? 

G : Pride is not good for 
anybody. But !am happy when 
poople talk about me. 

P : I guess you are not 
proud at all... Though you are 
such a busy magazine, you've 
spared some of your time for 
me. 





G: Thank you, But_I love 
spending time with my friends, 
T enjoy it... 

P::Oops! Time's up! I've got 
to go now! Bye! 

G: Bye! Come again! 











Gonsam 76 uy 96 








The answers to all these questions 
begin with the letter ‘R’. 


J. Who was our first and last Indian Governor General ? 

2, Who was the great Vaishnava teacher of Tamil Nadu, and the 
founder of the Bhakti movement? 

3. Name the person who reached the South Pole in 1911 

4. Who was the first and the only Muslim lady who ever sat on 
the throne of Delhi? 

5. Name the person who wrote the book ‘URVASHI? 

6. Who was the first Indian in space, on April 3, 1984, in a 
Soviet spaceship? 

7. What is the capital of Burma? 

8. Which is known as the city of Seven Hills? 

9. 

1 





Who is the author of the book ‘Gitanjali'? 
0. Which is the innermost coating of the posterior segment of 
the eyeball? 


11, Name the apparatus used for recording rainfall at a 
particular place? 





K. Poornima, 
Trichy - 25. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





ooja was a good student. 
Pi: marks always stood 

above 85% in any exam, 
But ji the VIIIth standard now, 
she somehow lost her will to 
study. Her interest in maths 
and science waned... 

Pooja came out of the exam 
hall trembling. She'd done real- 
ly badly in this maths paper. 

i 2” she wondered» 











he results came 

— Pooja had 
failed, White with 
fear, she dragged her, 


feet home. What would heF 
parents say? They would be ex- 
pecting marks above 85%... Her 
frierids would tease her too. 
She had not talked to them at 
all, She'd just put the report card 
inher bag and walked home, 
Suddenly, an idea struck her. 
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But.,. could she do such a thing? 
I have no other choice,” she 
thought. 
Athome, she slipped into t 
bathroom ‘unnoticed, ‘The 
taking out her report card anda 
pen, she carefully made a 
change. 33 now read 83! She also 
changed the total marks neatly. 
“Good!” said her granny, 
looking at the report card, "I was 





















afraid you'll do badly in maths. 
But you've scored 83%!" 

Pooja gave a weak smile. 

“Great, Pooja!” her mother 
smiled, “Come! I've made hot 
pakoras for you.” 

Her father returned home 
late at night. He was tired and 
looked it too, 

“Look at Pooja's report, 
Sathish!” said her mother, 
showing him the report card. 

His face brightened, 

“Oh, Pooja!" he cried, “Come 
here!” 

He hugged he 
proud of you, git! 

ooja looked ‘at the floor. 
She wished it would some- 
how open and swallow her up. 

“Let's celebrate this!” her 
mother si 

“Yes!” said her father, 

“I thought you'd do badly in 
maths and science, but you've 


saying, “Lam 














worked hard. You deserve a 
celebration! Let's go to the 
amusement park tomorrow!” 

“Daddy!” she cried, “I am no 
good! I am aliar anda cheat! Those 
memaths m-marks... they're not t- 
true! I am so sorry!” 

And the whole story came out. 

Jogja expected punishment. 
doserve it,” she sobbed. 

But.,,Her father hugged her 
tightly. 

“Love you, Pooja,” he said, 
“You've been brave enough to 
tell us about it, Never lie to your 
parents again. And don't worry 
about the fail marks. You will 
do your best the next time. 

Pooja had a grand time in 
the amusement park with her 
parents, 

And when the next report 
card came, she'd scored 100% in 
maths! 

Deepti Sharma, aged 14, 
D.A.V. School, Madras. 
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Pages 66 - 67 





‘TRIP{PP}LE PUZZLE 


CONFUSION! 
lg, 2j 3.4, 
4h, 5.4, 6.0, 
Za, 8b, %f, 
10.€. 





HUMBUG! 


On seeing the jumble beast in your February '94 issue, 
my father laughed and said, "Humbug!" 

| asked him what he meant, and he told me the history 
behind that word, 

Darwin had just written his book, ‘Origin of Species.’ A 
few friends wanted to trick him. So they caught a bee and 
a bug. They put together the 
parts of these two creatures 
and made a new ‘creature’, 
They put it in a little case and 
showed it to Darwin, 

Darwin, of course, saw 
through their trick. “It's a hum- 
bug!" he said, meaning;'a bug 
that hums'! 


G. Gokul Kannan, aged 8, 
S.D.A.M. High School, 
Kanyakumari. 





SCHOOL LIFE CHOOSE YOUR ENDING STORY 





ot can’t tell THE WAY THE 


m about 
thist” said Sonali later, 
“It seems so mean some- 

“What's so mean 
about it?” demanded 
Anita, “Itis mean tohave 


stolen your lunch.” 
“Stop arguing!” said Ratan, pied the next morning was 


“if Sonali doesn’t want to tell Maths. Each of the students 
ma'am, Ihaveabetteridea. Let's gave in their homework. Except 


find out the thief ourselves.” pee 
“But when could it have been a eecenaer cae on) angry 
stolen?” asked Sonali. maths teacher, “Only you three 
It’s simple,” s have not done your homework! 
“During drill practise.” What were you upto? Some mis- 
chief no doubt! No drill for you 
For the past two days, the three today! I'l tell the P.T. 
class had had drill practise dur- 
ing the second and third periods. 
“Then it’s difficult,” said 
Ratan, “We cannot bunk drill, so 
we can't hide and wait for the 
thief as I thought.” 
“Hmm!” said 
Anita, “I have a 
better idea. Lis- 
ten...” 
The first pe- 















































Anita, 


tmp teacher. Sit in till you finish 


= your homework. Only then can 
¥ you go to the games field!” 


HARA BHARA  * Xt was just as they had 


4 planned. The maths teacher was 

KABAB {known to make students sit in 

: and miss Library or P.T., if the 
(Wegetarian) homework was not done. 





You need : home 
‘They had actually completed 

100 gms paneer 4 

2 boiled potatoes \ their homework. ‘They had lied 


Ps to the teacher. 
¥ cup boiled peas 
Youp spinach, boiled witha ‘They hid behind the class 
little salt ¥cupboard, Since Ratan didn't 
2 bread slices, crumbled fit, he alone crawled under the 
¥4 tap. lemon juice Hdesk in the far corner of the 
1 tsp chilli and ginger paste class. 
Afew mintleaves(pudhina),{ _ Fifteen minutes later, their 
chopped plans bore fruit. Hesitant foot- 
‘A tepearrowneot steps shuffled into class, Ratan 
Salt to taste ‘peered tosee whoit was, He saw 
* only a bare pair of dusty, dirty 
fect. And sure enough, the in- 
& truder was raiding tiffin boxes. 
{Ratan stood up. Before him 
4 was Ladli, the school sweeper's 
: daughter. She was too busy stuff- 
Ying some sandwiches into her 





eee = a 4 mouth to notice him. 
How to make it : “If you are hungry,” said 


‘Mrash the potatoos, paneer fRatam, “Aske us, We'll give you 


"food, Don't steal i 
and peas together. Add the spin- # 
ach,pudhina,lemonjuice,chili- "The startled Ladii dropped 
ginger paste, salt and bread x the box and the sandwiches in 
crumbs. Mix toa firm dough. — 4 fright. 

Make the dough into small Afterexplanations and tears, 
balls and roll them in the arrow. ¥ -adli agreed to stop stealing. 


root. Shallow-fry the kababs, * | “We'll bring you lunch every- 

4 day,” said Sonali, “Don’t worry.” 

Satish Iyer, aged 12, 4 “And that's where the Jutich 

a I Bombay, x Went,” said Ratan, at lunchtime, 
B. 8, High School, Bombay. {ro Ladle atomach!” 
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Dear Editor, 
® I do not agree with Amritha 
Kasthurirangan (May issue). Women 


are not fit to work. They are only fit to 
stay at home, 


C. Arvind, aged 14, 
‘Madras - 600 062. 


Dear Editor, 
@ 1 feel that rich women need not 
work. A home is culturally adorned by 
awoman, who is noteut out for tension. 
A wealthy woman is in fact blessed to 

stay at home, 
C.R. Anand, aged 16, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 


Dear Editor, 
@ [agree with Amritha Kasthuri 
rangan, Competition generated by 
women does produce better results, 
But is it applicable to India? Women 
have reservations in jobs. Is this equal 
‘opportunity then? 
Vishwajeet Singh, 
‘Secunderabad - 500 015. 








Dear Editor, 


@ I agree with Amritha 
Kasthurirangan that women 
work hard for everything. 
Of what use is education if 
‘women study well and stay 






at home? 
Mahru Ashraf Khan, aged 12, 
Hyderabad - 500 659, 


Dear Editor, 

@ I disagree with Amritha Kasthuri- 
rangan, An educated woman does not nec 
essarily have to work. She ean use her 

knowledge to run a home and a family. 
Rajendra Kumar R., aged 14, 
‘Campion Hr. See. School, 
Trichy: 








Dear Editor, 
© If intelligent women should not 
work just because they are rich, then 
‘the world will lose out on many iaven- 
tions and discoveries. 
Srividya Natarajan, aged 14, 
Bangalore 560 O11, 
Dear Editor, 
think both men and women who 
are rich, should not work. They ean do 
‘work of social importance. 
R. Sai Padmavathy, aged 11, 
‘Anna Adarsh Mat. Hr. See. School, 
Madras. 
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WE ARE “J 
EXPLOITED!) 


Dear Editor, 
@ Something interesting just struck 
me. Why should the child's surname 
always be the father's name? In some 
parts of Japan, the lady's name is the 
family nai 
‘Yamini Narayanan, aged 14, 
Madras - 600 018. 





Dear Editor, 
@ This is with reference to Smitha 
Sharma’s letter in the May issue 
Co-education is the best form oflearning 
‘environment any child can get. Girls 
and boys learn from each other and 
become friends in a healthy atmo: 
sphere. 
‘Aparna Ramanathan, aged 14, 
Madras - 600 028. 








Dear Bditor, 
(9 Lagroe with Lavanya (May issue) 
Tntoday’s wi 











towork together in office 
ete. 
Co-education prepares them better 
for this 
N. Pavithra, aged 16, 
Bangalore - 560 094, 


Dear Editor, 
§ From my childhy 
studying in a co-educational school, 
done meno harm, It helps us 
he world 
Manasee Mahajan, aged 12, 
Kolapur = 416 001, 


id, Thave boon 











DearEditor, 
J Many advertisements o 
children todisplay their products. Chi 
dren who watch such ads showing a 
child with chocolates, toys and soaps, 

also desire the produc 
‘They trouble theirsparcnts asking 
them to buy the product whether they 
can afford them or not. af 
Ravi Shankar B., aged 16, 
Bangalore - 560 016. 




















Dear Editor, 
}. There are tod man; non 
television, Every ten minutes or so, an 
ad is seen 
















Santosh, V 
St. Augustine H. 


ged 12, 











like having your own 
private beach! How we 
enjoyed jumpingin in 
the waves! 

We visited the 
Mukambika temple. 
We bathed in the erys- 
tal clear water of the 
rivercloseby. Can you 
imagine, we could see 
thebottom through the 


\ 
Ww 
a 


Ss limpid water! Ooh! It 
was so cold. Sanjay, of 

~ course, jumped in with 
agreat splash and wet 

me through and 

é ye through. Soon, we 
AY were engaged in a 


splashing fight. 

It was then that I 
saw it. The water was as trans- 
parent as glass. We could see 
our legs inside, slightly bent. 
Lying at the bottom were many 
smooth, round, multi-coloured 
pebbles. But it was this one 
which caught my eyes. It shone 
brown and gold. I picked it up. 
The pebble was translucent. It 
looked as if it had trapped the 
sunlight withinit. Itglowed with 
a strange warm light. I held it 
high, to see all the colours it 
reflected, butimmediately Sanju 
saw it. 

“What is that? Show me!” he 
said, making a grab at it. I 
clasped my fingers tightly round 
it and began to run, Sunju 
chased me. Down the river we 


RANDOM WRITINGS! — 


ran. 
“Stop it!” yelled dad. 

“You can find another 
pebble,"said mum, paddling in 
the water and beginning to 
search. 

When everyone else was 
searching for a smooth round 
pebble forSanju, Islowly opened 
my fingers. There it lay on my 
palm! So beautiful! I gave it a 
soft kiss. I knew then, that it 
would be my Alladin’s lamp. 

I wrapped it up safely in my 
new silk scarf and took it home. 
Teleared a special corner foritin 
my drawer. 

Everyday, as soon as I got up, 
I would take it to the window 
and let it catch the sunlight so 
that it would begin to glow. My 


day was sure to be good then, 
Though mummy never 

knew, I sometimes took it to 

school. Lonly showedit toSheila, 


my best friend. Sometimes, 
when I had forgotten to do my 
homework, I would clutch my 
lucky charm and pray, 








‘TONGUE TWISTERS 


IT is too late 
To start to school 
At two to twot 
G.Anil Kumar, aged 14 
Rajamundry-533104, 


“Let the teacher be late so 
that I can complete my home 
work.” 

Invariably, madam would 
enter at least ten minutes late. 

‘Then some days, it was “O 
Lucky Charm! Let's have some- 
thing good to eat today.” 

‘And sure enough, mummy 
would open the door saying, “I 
made hot samosas for you to- 
day.” 

Whenever I felt I was all 
alone, and noone would ever see 
my point of view - I would lock 
myself in my room, blue and 
black with rage. Slowly would 
take out my precious stone, It’s 
cool smooth surface cooled my 
temper. Then I would start play- 
ing with it. It was my djinn, and 
I, an Arabian princess. How I 
loved it! 

Then one day, when I re- 
turned from school, I was 
shocked. 

“Mummy! What's happened 
to my room?” I yelled. 

“Nothing dear! I just cleaned 
it up and re-arranged the furni- 
ture,” said mummy, surprised to 
see my shocked face. 

Iran tothe drawer and pulled 





it open. My lucky stone was not 
there, “Mummy! Where is my. 
stone?” I asked, choking, back 
my tears 

“What stone dear?” mummy 
asked vaguely, “Oh, that pebble! 
How long were you going to keep 
it? So I threw it out.” 

She hurried back into the 
kitchen, 

My eyes remained dry. The 
tears would not come. I was 
terribly upset, 

“Mummy!” I thundered 
“Don’t ever touch my things 
again!” 

“You are too old to throw a 
tantrum, Prithi,” said mother 
and walked out, Shewouldnever 
understand what that ‘pebble’ 
as she called it, meant to me. 

Today when she yelled at 
me,lookingather tragic-stricken 
face, I said, “Mummy, I felt the 
same when you threw my stone 
out.” 





“Darling! I am sorry!” she 
said, coming over and hugging 
me tight. 

“Tnever knew. Do you know 
why Iliked thisold paperweight? 
Well, it was the last gift I re- 
ceived from my father —a kind 
of farewell gift.” 

“Oh mom! [ am so sorry!" I 
said, tears beginning to stream 
down my face, I realized then 
that mummy toohad been alittle 
girl once. 


USHA N. KOUNDINYA 
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GIFT SUBSCRIPTION FORM 


MY NAME :. 





MY ADDRESS:, 








I would like to gift 6/12 issues of ‘Gokulam’ to 
NAM 





ADDRES: 








1am also sending a DD /M.O. for: 
Rs. 36/- for 12 issues 
Rs, 18/- for 6 issues 


forms along with a dk 





favour of 


nd drutt draw 





47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, Ekkaduthangal, 
‘Madras - 600 097. 
No Outstation cheques pleaset 
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here is a tea shop outside 
TT: block of flats, The 
owner of the shop had a 
cute mongrel fora pet. He bathed 
it daily and kept it very clean, 
One day, this dog brought an- 
other dog with it, We named the 
neweomer, Lali 
Lali was a clever dog. She 
would shake hands with us. She 
always lay outside the tea-shop, 
waging her tail ifany ofus from 
the flats, d by, She neve 
tried to bite anyone, All of 
loved her 
adopted her too, and kept her 
‘equally clean. 




















garden behind our 
lockofflats, Oneday,when 
my friends went there to play, 





wesaw that Lali had delivered a 
litter of puppies. There were. 
of them. We were thrilled. Five 
hey puppies to play with! 

The puppies were very 
They hai 
as yet. But they often toddled 
behind us, sniffing at us. We 
named them Raja, Rocky, Sweety, 
Moti and Pinky. 











Sa DOGGY DISCUSSIONS 


Lali was very proud of her 
puppies. She would let only the 
children of our block of flats play 
with them. Any stranger or new- 
comer would be treated to a soft 
warning growl, and a snap of 


bye 








her teeth. 


ays passed, and the pup- 

pies slowly opened their 
eyes. We the children of the 
flats, were their daily visitors, 
The puppies were very playful, 
They came running to us, and 
played hide and seek with us! 
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ne day, Lali caught some 
trange disease. She tried 
to bite all who who came near 
her, even her own puppies! Raja, 


VPS 


her pup, got bitten, and he too 
fell ill. 

One evening, we retumed home 
from school tofind Lali in bad shape. 
‘The tea-shop owner and our flat 
watchman were feeding her some 
milk and water. But Lali did not last 
that evening. She died, and all of us 
srieved for her. The next day, Raja 
died too. 





he other four puppies were 
healthy and unaffected. 






io 


wy 





My. 
Jaa 
They did not eat anything for 
two days. Soon, they began to 
climb the stairs and enter the 
flats. Chewed slippers lying 

about became a common sight. 

One day, some visitors, 
arrived at a neighbouring flat 
Among them was a girl. She saw 
the puppies and threw stones at 
them, to have some ‘fun’, And 
one of the puppies bit her. Of 
course, she wasn't hurt at all. 
But the girl complained toher hosts, 
who told everyone, “These puppies 
should not be encouraged. Stone 

them, and chase them away!” 


, whoever saw the puppies 

hrew stones and sticks at 
them. The poor creatures were 
quite confused and hurt. But 
someinmatesofthe block offlats 


were kind enough to feed them. 
Finally, one day, somebody rang 
up the dog-catchers and asked 
them to send their van. 

‘The van duly came. There 
were smiles as well as tears 
— some people were happy 
that the puppies were to go; 
others sad. 

One lady was so upset, that 
she began to cry. The dog- 
catchers were not without a 
heart. They left the puppies in 
her care and went away. 


ut the puppies were so 

frightened now, that they 
went into hiding, and were not 
seen for days. 

They crept out of their hiding 
places, asthedays wentby. But they 
were not as playful as before. The 
sound of a van would send them 
scurrying into the bushes. 

Then, the residents of all the 
flats got together and decided to 
send them toJeevdaya Sanghra- 
halaya in our town, Ahmedabad. 
It is a place where orphan animals 





are sent. (Jeev means Life, in 
Gujarati, and Daya means pity.) 
‘They promised to send their 
men that very evening. 
But days passed, and there 
‘was no sign of the puppies being 
taken away. 


e day, Rocky was crossing 
the road, when a rickshaw, 
coming very fast, hit its hind 
legs. Howling and limping, Rocky 
nursed it's wound on the foot- 
path. Thetea-stall owner rushed 
to help it, but Rocky did not 
allow him to. It snapped at him. 
Finally, it limped over to our 
flats,andrested there. Theliftman 
fed it regularly, and the puppy 
survived. 


metimes, when Ilook atthe 

uppies, I wonder what the 
future has in store for them. I 
hope they'll grow up into fine 
dogs and find some good mas- 
ters 





Priya Ramachandran, 
Ahmedabad - 380 006. 
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SCHOOL LIFE CHOOSE YOUR ENDING STORY 





Wivncxtnantena THE WAY THE 


Miss Marina, their class 
teacher. 

Forty anxious or 
amused faces looked 


back, 


“Come on,. How can 
her lunch vanish like 
that?” she asked again, 
£ at a blunderer Miss Ma- 
rina is!” thought Anita, “Now 
the culprit will be too seared to 
admit it, even if he wants 
Threats and more threats 
later, Miss Marina began class. 
Butall were restless. It was just, 
too exciting. Everybody wanted 














se 


toknow what had happened, and 
what lunch Sonali had brought. 
When the bell rang, and Miss 
Marina went out, a babble of 
voices rose, 
“Who? What lunch? When? 








shrill voice from the back, “some- 
body had eaten my lunch.”. * 

“Why didn’t you say so?” 
asked Ratan. 

“And blow Miss Marina’stem- 
por up alittle more?” asked Rose- 
mary 

“And mine went three days 
ago!” came Arvind’s timid voice. 
Vhat did you bring?” asked 
Suresh. 

‘Alu paratas!" was Arvind's 
reply. 

“Hold it!” cried Rosemary 
from the back, “I brought alve 
paratas yesterday too!” 

“And me, today!” 
chimed in, 

“It's an alu parata maniac!” 
shouted Ratan. 

“What's all this noise?" It was. 
the teacher from the class next 
door, “You are punished!" 
the whole class stood on 
their chairs foran hour that day! 

Ratan, Sonali and Anita de- 
cided to lay a trap for the parata 
thief. 

‘The next day, Anita brought 
alu paratas, And as expected, 
they vanished from the tiffin box. 
And the day after that Ratan 
had them for lunch, They too 
appeared! 

Now it was Sonali’s turn to 
bring alu paratas to school. 

“You know what] havedone?” 
she whispered gleefully, “I've 





Sonali 











dumped a whole dabba of chilli 
powder into the alu. Anybody 
who eats it will have a red nose 
and watering eyes!” 

Sure enough! After lunch, 
there were two, notone, who had 
rednosesand wateringeyes. And 
they stood at the water cooler 
drinking gallons and gallons of 
water! They were Shrathi and 
Neha, the snobs of the class! 


When the class came to 
know who the culprits were, they 
thought of only one punishment 
to give. ‘The next day, eight 
students brought boxes piled 
high with alu paratas, 

At lunch, they placed them 
before Shruthi and Neha, and 
said, “Bat!” 

“You'd better!” said Rose- 
mary, “Or I'll tell Miss Marina!” 

Tenparatas later, two groan- 
ing girls cried, “Please! we're 
sorry! We just wanted to have 
some fun!” 

“It's all your fault," Neha 
wailed to Shruthi, "You bet that, 
you could sniffout an alu parata 
anywhere!” 

“So what?" shouted back 
Shruthi, “It was you who sug- 
gested that we eat them!” 

“Don't worry!” laughed 
Ratan, “None ofus willeverbring 
alu paratas to school again!” © 
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FRUIT FLAVOURED TOFFEE : 
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